
The matt lamentable Ty age die 

Then Madam ftand refolu’d, but hope withal!, 

The felfe fame Gods that annde the Queene of Troy 
With opportunity of fharpe reuenge 
V pon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, 

May fauour T amor a the Queene ofGothes, 

(When Gothes were Gothes, and Tamora was Queene) 
To quit the bloodie wrongs vpon her foes. 

Enter the formes of a/indronicm againe. 

Lucius. See Lord and father how we haue performd 
Our Romainc rights, larbtu limbs are lopt, 

And intrals feede the facrififing fire, 

Whofe finoke like incenfe doth perfume the skie, 
^emaineth nought but to interre our brethren, 

And with lowd larums welcome them to itome. 

T itus. Let it be fo, and let Andronicus 
Make this his lateft farewell to theyr fbules. 

Sound trumpets, and lay the Coffin in the Tombe . 

In peace and honour reft you heere my fonnes, 

/tomes readieft Champions, repofe you here in reft. 
Secure from worldly chaunces and milhaps .* 

Here lurks no treafon, here no enuie fwels. 

Here grow no damned drugges, here are no ftormes. 
No noyfe, but filence and eternall fleepe. 

In peace and honour reft you heere my fonnes. 

Enter Lauinia. 

In peace and honour, liue Lord T itus long, 

My noble Lord and Father liue in fame : 

Loe at this T ombe my tribufarie teares, 

I render for my brethrens obfequies : 

And at thy feete I kneele,with teares ofioy 
Shed on the earth for thy returne to %ome, 

O bleflc me heere with thy victorious hand, 

W hole fortunes Romes beft Cittizens applaud. 

T it at. Kind Rome, that haft tht^s louingly referude 


of Titus Andronicus. 

The cordiall of mine age to glad my hart, 

Laumia liue, out liue thy Fathers dayes, 

And Fames eternall date for vertues praife. 

CMarcus. Long liue Lord T itus , my beloued brother. 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome. 

Titus. Thankes gentle T ribune, noble brother CMarcus. 
CMarcus. And welcome Nephews from foccesful wars, 
You that furuiue,and you that fleepe in fame : 

Faire Lords, your fortunes are alike in all, 

That in your Countries feruice drew your (words. 

But fafer triumph is this funerall pompe. 

That hath afpirde to Solans happines, 

And triumphs ouer chaunce in honors bed. 

Titus tAndronicus, the people of Rome, 

Whofe friend in iuftice thou haft euer beene, 

Send thee by mee their Tribune and their truft. 

This Palliament of white and fpotlefle hue. 

And name thee in elcCfion for the Empire, 

With thefe our late deceafed Emperours fonnes : 

Be fandidatus then, and put it on, 

And helpe to fet a head on headles Rome. 

Titus. A better head her glorious body fits. 

Than his that fhakes for age and feeblenes : 

What Ihould I don this Roabe and trouble you, 

Be chofen with Proclamations to day, 

To morrow yeeld vp rule, refigne my life, 

And fet abroad new bufines for you all. 

Rome I haue beene thy fouldier fortie yeeres. 

And led my Countries ftrength fuccesfully, ’ 

And buried one and t wen tie valiant fonnes 
Ivnighted in Field, flaine manfully in Armes, 

In right and fcruice oftheir noble Countrie : 
iue me a flaffe ofHonour for mine age. 

But not a feepter to controule the world. 
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